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Aire's Armand

I am Armand Santiago Junior nicknamed Santi. This is my story of my life when I typed and crafted this on my laptop computer. I’m aged twenty-two years old when I get around to typing this story as advised. 

This story is in memory of my mother Sydney Sims; I dedicate this to her. May her soul rest from beyond in Summerland. 

I’m typing this story onto my laptop from files of information related to myself and people in my life. I have gotten permission granted to have this story shared with the public to know my point of view of the situational events that happened. 

I have managed to craft and form my mother’s first-person point of view in this story. The contents as typed were taken from her saved preserved written spiral bound five subject notebooks that she used as her journals totaling ten of them. They were all handed to me after I reached the age of twenty-one as willed by my mother. 

The handoff was by a family lawyer assigned to handle my mother’s affairs. 

The lawyer said, “Here these are from your mother who willed you to have them.”

I found the notebooks were journals written in my mother’s handwriting after skimming the contents.

This was making me say “Their journals. Did you read them?”

“I didn’t read the contents of the journals. Just for maintaining your mother’s privacy for leaving you alone to read them.” the lawyer said to me.

Once at home in my apartment, I read her journals all of them with various emotional reactions to the contents. 

One common phase I kept saying while reading “Unbelievable this is the truth!”

I had grown up being told all sorts of talk all over the place about my biological mother that my biological father sexed to conceive me into existence. 

I realized that I needed to share this story for the reader to know the truth about certain situational events that happened. Certain participants that were mentioned in this story had given their permission to mention them, leaving me free to share this tale with the world. 

*
[image: ]


Here is my story as detailed by my mother’s tale:

I am Sydney Sims as identified. I was aged twenty-three when I gave thirty-year-old Armand Santiago Senior my virginity during the night as one moment of passion. 

I was moaning as he pumped himself doing the work “Yes. Continue. More. Don’t stop.”

Armand unloaded himself inside me as the orgasm’s electricity jolts went through my body in waves.

He roared in victory “YAH RAH!”

After the aftershocks lowered themselves, I heard him say “Your good.”

I chuckled in response and fell asleep.

The next morning over breakfast Armand rudely said, “We can’t go further than this.”

I asked “Why? What’s going on?”

Armand said, “I’m getting married to the love of my life Ansley Ashleigh.”

I was raging at him “You used me for sex!”

Armand remained defiant saying “So what? Your nothing but a prostitute.”

His word calling me a prostitute made me yell “GET OUT!”

Armand obeyed leaving my one-bedroom apartment with me slamming the door on his heel.

“Good riddance to that guy thinking with that thing hanging between his legs!” I was raging.

I was murderous that after six months of togetherness he dumped me to marry someone else by a whirlwind courtship of two weeks. And to get married with marriage license signed and no pompous ceremony done as found out how he got hitched to that woman.

That woman he married named Ansley Ashleigh was reportedly a former beauty pageant contestant that became a sex symbolled porn magazine poser posing naked with her huge breasts reportedly implants and privates on display. 

I was scowling angrily that Armand chose to marry a blonde booby breasted sexy woman by looks in a good way over me a plain Jane brunette woman with small breasts that wasn’t by appearance looking good. 

It was two full years later when Armand showed up on my doorstep to my two-bedroom apartment. How he found out where I live was beyond me. I never shared my current address with him or anyone in his circle of people associated with his wife. Armand insulted me acting like he wanted to resume our relationship, but I had firmly decided on a negative answer to anything he said to me.

“I accept your declaration of love.” He said sneering.

I blocked the door refusing to grant him entry.

I said, “That love expired.”

His gold-colored suns’ eyes darkened in anger from my statement.

“Love expired?” Armand said angrily.

“Not when you went and married someone else.” I said sarcastically.

Armand shrugged noncommittal and said, “Just a mistake of judgement.”

I said rudely “Yeah right. Get out of my sight.”

He refused to leave by saying “I will win your love again.”

Next thing he pushed his way inside using his six-foot-tall height and muscular bulk with strong strength to overpower me. I’m six feet tall but my body had thinned out from what had been happening to me from a certain situation I didn’t want to talk about to him. He got my back pressed against the wall with both hands caging me. I sniff him scenting his musky scent of leather from his cologne. I avoided his kiss by slamming a hand on his lips.

I said angrily, “A lot has changed in two years including me.”

“WAH!” sounded a noise from further into the apartment.

The noise was of my baby Santi, my treasured fifteen-month-old son crying for me as his mother. Armand’s face darkened in a murderous way hearing the noise. 

“You have a child?!” He snarled.

I gulped from his question sensing Armand accurately figured out that our moment together produced a child. I slipped out of his cage trap to dart into the bedroom where Santi was standing in his crib. He thrust his arms up for me to lift him up. I didn’t know that Armand followed me into the bedroom that managed to beat my efforts by lifting Santi up to hold him. Santi squirmed in a way of disliking being held by Armand while crying hysterically. I sensed that Santi accurately figured out that I didn’t like Armand despite the man was his biological father. I snatched Santi out of Armand’s grips. Santi squirmed kicking his legs at me while crying tearfully.

I sensed that was Santi’s way of saying “Put me down! I want to walk!”

I obeyed Santi’s silent request to put him down on the rugged floor. Santi toddled over to the bookcase ignoring us both to take out toys while examining them in his chubby hands. 

Armand snarled I heard “That’s my son!”

I realized he deduced that from Santi’s mop of black hair and gold-colored eyes. An obvious inheritance from him as the biological father of Santi. Even another assumption was that the wall above the crib had the name Santiago in hung block letters. I cursed myself from not realizing that the name of Santiago was Armand’s last name. Armand saw the name on the wall and Santi’s looks and deduced that the boy child was his biological son. 

I said sarcastically “So what that my son is fathered by you? You made your choice to go with another woman in marriage.”

“Santi is my son.” Said Armand murderously.

I glared at him and snarled “You never once inquired about me after you married that bimbo that gave birth to your daughter a few short months later.”

Armand snarled “Ridiculous.”

I shook my head and said “Not ridiculous. Once I discovered my pregnancy, I left repeated communications to you that you ignored refusing to respond. You never once responded to any of my communications I sent to you.”

“I was busy with Ansley and the upcoming baby she was having.” He said lamely.

I said “Not a good excuse. You dumped me to marry Ansley, remember? You choose that woman over me. I find that unforgivable.”

Armand said when I paused “That relationship with that woman is kaput no more. We’re separated right now.”

I figured he said that excuse to tell me what I wanted to hear from him.

I said firmly “Get out Armand. Take yourself out of my sight.”

Armand shook his head refusal saying, “Not without my son.”

We both glanced at Santi that had sat down looking through a child’s picture book in his hands. One thing ongoing for Santi is he inherited a physical height size of us both indicating he was going to grow up to be six feet tall.

I said pointing to the bedroom entrance “Out Armand. Get out and leave. You’re not wanted around here.”

Armand shook his head saying “I’m staying to father my son- “

I interrupted “Which you’re not needed for the fathering. Get out.”

Armand looked murderous getting that said by me. Next thing I knew Santi telekinetically lobbed the toys sitting on the floor right at us one at a time. Santi had a weird unexplained mental telekinetic ability of doing mind movements of moving physical objects in an airy way without handling them. 

I discovered that when he got old enough to begin to sit up by his instincts got the toys out of reach of him to one at a time fly to his grips. I had to babyproof the residence to assure that nothing harmful would be telekinetically manipulated. 

Like a carving knife would interest him to telekinetically manipulate the thing to fly at him that would accidentally stab or cut him once reached his grips to handle.

I roared “SANTI ENOUGH!”

Santi’s response was to lob the book in his hand right at me I caught glaring at him.

Armand said in a growling tone “Santi, stop that behavior. That’s inappropriate.”

Santi halted his telekinetic throwing like he was listening to Armand to get up and toddled himself right at his biological father to grip the man’s leg while looking up at him. I scowled angrily that Santi was indicating that he liked and recognized Armand being his biological father. 

Armand in response bent down saying “Your behavior isn’t proper. Don’t do that again.”

Santi surprised me by signing in sign language and verbalizing.

“Yes father.” He gestured while blaring to my shock “Dada!”

I had been teaching Santi since birth both verbalized talk in spoken language and sign language in hopes he would communicate his wants to me. Santi indicated his refusal to communicate humanly. He had been repeatedly refusing to verbalize coherent words or sign anything to me. Instead, he communicated animalistic in gibberish while repeatedly throwing raging telekinesis temper tantrums.

I said, “Fine. You can stay to be a father to Santi.”

“You won’t regret it.” Armand said smirking at me.

I should have known what Armand was up to involving his unannounced visit to my apartment. He was seeing Santi, his son, to be in physical custody of him by lawsuit thrown at me while he was still firmly married to Ansley. His marriage to Ansley appeared to be going strong with no chance of divorce ever happening. I swear sex in a sexual chemistry way was fueling both Armand’s and Ansley’s firm marriage relationship’s togetherness with no personality capabilities connection. 

My lawyer had to warn me “Marriage is one reason why the judge might award physical custody entirely to his biological father cutting you out of your son’s life. Another factor is your undergoing medical treatment for brain cancer as a rare longshot thing to hit you from your young age. That might play a factor in having the judge think your medically and mentally unfit to be your son’s mother.”

The lawyer’s warning proved true by the judge said, “Physical custody awarded to the biological father Armand Santiago.”

Further insulting Armand’s lawyer said, “I’m asking for a restraining order a permanent ban be put in place keeping Miss Sims’s influence permanently out of Santi’s life.”

My lawyer said, “I object!”

I thought the judge would be sympathetic towards me and not grant that request.

The judge proved cruel when he said “Objection overruled. Restraining order granted for a permanent ban to be put in place. Miss Sims is forbidden to contact Santi in any formed way.”

I was fuming when that judge said his words and put that restraining order against me. 

My lawyer said to me “Sorry nothing I can do to change the ruling involving the restraining order. This is done as spoken by the judge laying down the law. The only way of taking that restraining order down is by Armand having his lawyer tell the judge to end this.”

I was reluctant to go home to my apartment from knowledge that the spare bedroom containing Santi’s baby paraphernalia was going to be all taken out. 

Once home I went to the spare bedroom to look and find Armand’s movers were through emptying out the room and closet leaving nothing left of a souvenir of Santi being my treasure. I went into my bedroom to find it looked ransacked with things taken out of storage piled everywhere.

I realized that Armand in an insulting way was assuring himself that there was no evidence of Santi left behind in my apartment. Like Santi’s first onesie and a lock of his black tress I had kept in a box that was emptied out found underneath the pile of my clothes sitting on my bed.

I raged “That tears it! You’ve got too far this time Armand!”

I contacted my lawyer by calling her saying “Armand had movers going through my bedroom taking anything I’ve kept as a souvenir of Santi’s existence taken out. He’s determined to wipe all traces of Santi being in my life without letting me keep anything like a souvenir in memory of him.”

My lawyer said “Sorry nothing I can do involving this situation. My hands are tied legally.”

I gave up talking to her to stop pursuing my case involving Santi not being in my presence physically as his mother. 

Instead, I went with another lawyer focused on family will testaments to put my affairs in order after I’m dead. I was determined to have the lawyer contact Santi when he was legally twenty-one years old declared an adult in terms of whatever his biological father said towards him about me. 

Anyway, as for brain cancer, I was diagnosed after six months of suffering from mysterious bad horrible blinding headaches. I went to the hospital for a brain scan. They found cancer turned out to be malignant rare type that was resistant to any of the drugs trying to kill it off. Instead, the cancer from the resistance was still spreading throughout my brain. 

The doctor warned me “You have possibly I estimated six months a short time to live till you succumb to the cancer.”

I was forced to write in notebooks listing everything of my life’s story for Santi to read once he was old enough. I plan to give the notebooks with an order to my assigned lawyer for Santi to have in his possession once he is aged twenty-one.

The lawyer had said to assure me “I assure you everything will be done as you wished.”

I was preparing for the possibility of my death of me being out of Santi’s life who would grow up to adulthood without me around to mother him. Possibly Santi wouldn’t be told of me being his biological mother. I got the sense that Armand and whoever in his circle would give Santi excuses and lies to his questions about how he came to existence.

Like Santi asking, “Why Ansley as my raiser isn’t my biological mother?”

One excused lie answer said, “We used a surrogate to create you to existence.”

I felt pity that Santi wouldn’t have me around to mother him in a loving way. Armand as the biological father, from knowing him gave me the impression he won’t give Santi any love’s affection for kisses, hugs and cuddles with loving touches. 

“Don’t touch me with that bromance behavior of yours!” Armand would probably say towards Santi hugging him while saying “Love you daddy.”

That lovely Dovey kissing and hugging behavior was something I repeatedly gave Santi despite always reacting in a grumpy way each time I gave him love. 

Like Santi was saying to me “Enough of the kisses and hugs mommy!”

I regret that this brain cancer was going to end my life at a time when Santi was in babyhood declared too young to remember and acknowledge me as his mother. 
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Dear Santi,

I love you as my son I conceived to come to existence hugged in my loving arms. Your existence despite being unexpected that happened was a blessing to me. I welcome you born from my body to be mothered by me. 

I realized in my short life that you coming to existence was to tell the world my life story. Your existence was to keep reminders of my life and existence in people’s memory after I succumbed to the brain cancer that is slowly ending me as I penned this letter to you. 

Never forget I love you as my son no matter what is said about me by people raising you to grow up becoming a sensible adult man. I am always with you as I always will be from heaven guiding you in spirit as you learn life’s lessons in life. 

I love you always and always will. 

Affectionately,

Your mother.
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